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Dear Reader, 

We heir at the Love Bunni Laboratories 
became increasingly facinated with pesudo- 
sociological scams..er studies (cough). We 
have found them an effective smoke screen 
for duping sexually charged individuals into 
action. We first placed Jason Read in an 
Isolation Chamber for the better part of 
1992. The result was the devastating Black 
Belt Tech noFix #2. So pleased were we with 
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that experiment that we began immediately 
to search for the next scientific excuse to 
subjectgate the individual. It was close 
observation and association with Agent 
Lanzaretta's sorjoums into the vast land 
scape of personal correspondence, that lead 
us to develop the following experiment... 

We would place a provocative classified in 
a prominent punk fanzine imploring written 
responses. The clincher would be that the 
name attached would be distinctly female. 

The classified ran as follows : "Lonely 
18 year old female into violent beauty, 
chaos as freedom, grotesque dark nite 
flighting and subjection thru poetry. Write 

land tell me your dreams. Diane." 

Since the Nov. publication of this single 

--- - 
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Oct 20/92 

I dreamed one night of a garden, not 
unlike a forrest where everyone was naked. 
Such a feeling of peace. The women were 
admired, respected for the unique beauty of 
the blood, the menstrual blood, the bright 
red on the skin, on the dirt, everything 
was harmony. 

The menllearned they too could bleed 
through hitting one another w/their fists, 
the women could only bleed once a month, 
the men everyday. The women were no longer 

admired and they fell. 

I also dreamed of a lion — he was going 
to eat me. I was so scared. And I was 
frightened. So I pulled my sister out from 
behind me where she was cowering and I told 
the lion - EAT HER. INSTEAD. 

And he did. 

Bad dreams. 

Can I know your dreams too Diane? 
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DIANE, 

They have nailed me to the cross oak..• 
this cross beam stained crimson with blood 
of trickery and deceit...an unholy support 
that when I walk I drag it behind me. I am 
the electric messiah, a decender locked 
away in this dark room, this church of 
stone, fleshless, soulless, and silent... 
many times my lips have chilled upon its 
walls, my feet frozen upon its floors... 
be damned, frigid edifice...in this dark 
century they have maimed and imprisoned 
a divine king. 

The cementary angels watch me..the king 
of maggots.•they sqirm in my chest..they 
sqirm in my soul..my soul is clay..the soul 
of mankind..a diet of worms. Nails, wood, 
flesh all make up my cross., a god of man 
a king of maggots. With these thoughts 
running thru my head, haunting my soul, 
stripping my flesh..I run the blade across 
my palm and feel the delicious sting..even 
now the blood flows from my hand as I press 
them to the angel's face, and with red tears 
dripping from the angel's cheeks, I laugh 
i and wear my crown..the king of maggots..and 
the angels cry... 

Diane, I feel that violent beauty and I 
scream out to you. Please write..god is the 
riciils iro,t"fc 1 irift in my hsLncL# • • 

































Diane, The Lonely 18 Year Old . 

I spotted your classified in MRR and saw 
your from the Clevo area too. That's crazy! 
Have I ever met you or seen you somewhere? 
I'm in the area a lot. Maybe you've seen 
me somewhere and said, "Wow! thats the 
hottest guy I've ever seen." Or maybe I've 
seen you and said, "Hey, that, girl is 
incredible!" _ 


I'm a str8-edge vegeterian bro. I don't 
really know what you are. My handwritting 
is really messy cause I'm tired. Sorry! 

You said to tell you about my dreams. Just 
last night, I dreamt I was in the mall look¬ 
ing for this girl and these kids wouldn't 
tell me where she was so I broke their arms. 
Then I woke up. What kinda music are you 
into? It didn't say in the thingy. God, I 
bet I've seen you somewhere, sometime! 

Write back and feed me some info on you! 
I'll be waiting! 
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Diane, 

Regarding your ad in MRR... 

*It was August 1992. Severe thunderstorms 
steamrolled the area. I was driving down 
Lee Road and turned on to Mayfield. Trees 
were uprooted, traffic & street lights were 
out & robotic motorists knew not what to do. 
It was total chaos. I relished every moment 
of it. Nature drove a stake thru conformity. 
I approved with laughter. 

*Me: 27 , single, white guy, living alone in 
an apartment, got long hair, skinny body 
and brains. A non-conformist, passionate 
loner bastard. Into: Rollins, Gwar, NIN, 
Flamming lips, Beasties and some older shit 
An agnostic, cynic, not quick to trust some 
one, lover of expression (via music, 
writing, and sex). Cigarette/alchol dabbler 
non-illegal drug user. Work as a graphic 
designer. Starting my own satire/humor shit 
zine. 

*Varapires intrique me. I'd love to meet a 
stunning vapiress. I can imagine being 
seduced by her. She wraps her arms around 
my body like a vise. Her razor sharp nails 
scrape thru my shirt, running up and down 
my back, digging deeper and deeper, longer 
and longer streaks. Her teeth drill thru my 
neck and we become "almost one". We finally 













































Oct 21, 1992 

Greetings Diane, 

I am -. I am seventeen but age is 

inconsequential. I am a model but thats 
also inconsequential. What matters is this : 

I wish to write to you if you wish to write 
to me. We can discuss anything in and out 
of the world...we may become friends. 
Subjectivity is a forte' of mine - you too? 

My dreams are strange in a world where 
reason is unreasonable. What to think? What 
indeed? 

It's your turn if its meant to be. 

(this note was accompained by a flower pedal 
and a single hair which I lost to the Hoover) 












Dear Diane, 

I am writing this in reply to a classified 
I saw in some underground magazine which a 
friend of mine had. He had decieded to write 
some supposed vampire he found in the 
classifieds. I believe he told me it (she) 
lived in New Orleans, assuming that I knew 
ALL vampires chose to live in New Orleans. 
Must be a vampirehead to understand I 
guess. Well, he thought it might be interst¬ 
ing to write someone eccentrically appeal- 
ling, coming from a punk-zine classified, 
and so did I. 

Well, I'm writing back. Well.mp name is 

- and I'm rather curious if you'll write 

back and discuss odd psychological 
tendencies, various distortions of normalcy, 
and dork expressions of the human soul. If 
not, your favorite bands, books, movies, a 
and member of the Mans on Family. From your 
ad I assume you write. If I assume correct¬ 
ly send me depressing free verse or whatever 
I'd send something of mine if I hadn't 
burned it all. 

write back if you are dork-humored, 
bitter, and enjoy expressing it or write 
back even if not. 





I don't understand what chaos as freedom 
is that Anarchy 

I never wrote poetry read a little thats 
about it. I'm age 21 in the Marine Corps I 
get out next year I got 11 months left. 

I'm in artillary its pretty cool, bad for 
hearing. 

I know a couple of people from Ohio but 
there all cowboys I sent you picture I'm 
the guy on the right pulling the Lanyard. 

You should see Arty at night it-pretty 
cool. Big flashes in the distance. Over the 
horizion small little mushroom clouds you 
can't always see it. Depends on your 
position and type of charse. 

I'm going to East Africa in March for 6 
months. I've been to the 3rd world before 
but this should be a lot better. I want to 
see a city destroyed by war. Drop me a line 
sometime. 


Above: Mortar shells loaded with Napalm are fired at an army 
center. Opposite: Explosion of a Napalm mortar shell and 
resulting rain of inextinguishable fire. 







Hello Mane, 

I saw your ad in MRR & thought I'd respond 
Your ad stood out from all the vinyl 
collector & fanzine ads. Sometimes I wonder 
if people want to communicate anymore when 
1 it seems everyone is just trying to push a 
product. Oh well... 

Something in your ad that intrested me... 
when you say "violent beauty" & "chaos as 
freedom" are you referring to raw emotion, 
the explosion of everything submerged under 
plastic smiles & phony pleasantries, or 
things in nature that are unstoppable. I'm 
sorry if I reek of pretension. I'm just 
curious if violent beauty is just something 
people sense aurally & visually or if it's 
something people are a part of. I dunno. I 
personally think a tornado is as cool look¬ 
ing as any rainbow or sunset -if that has 


anything to do with anything. 


kind of an example I guess a pretty bad one 
at that. Sorry. I 'supose I\<n reeking of 
pretension again. 

I do enjoy talking about my dreams. I 
used to have this pen-pal who I'd always 
talk about my dreams with. I've had some 
freakish ones. I seem to always get these 
dreams where I'm sure i'm awake but I'm 
totally paralyzed - can't move a muscle 
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to really push myself in order to wake up. 
Those are usually pretty scary. I had this 
one where, for some reason, I was attached 
to this old man by some sort of machine 
that held me upside-down behind his back. 

I was some kind of servant to him I suppose. 
Every now & then I was good & he'd let me 
up in an upright position but then I'd 
mouth off & not only would he put me back 
in the same position but I'd feel this 
uncomfortable pressure pushing on my chest. 




■ • fci,. - 


y 


. ■’'it*. 


r 

J > 

m ** 


When I woke up I found that I was clenching 
my chest myself. It was weird. It seems 
like I used to have these really cool dreams 
when I was a little kid but now...I dunno. 

I haven't really had any good dreams that 
stuck out. Oh well..the glory days of sleep 
I 'spose. 

Well.•.Isuppose I should wind this letter 
down. Write back & we can discuss music, 
childhood traumas, all that stuff. I hope 
to hear from you. Take care. 













Boring Night 
Up Late 

Why Did I Pick This Ad 
? 

You're the one 

I'll let you finish 

I don't know where to sta: 

or finish 

I'm finished 

you do the rest 

you take the lead 

It was your idea 

Ask me what you want 











Diane 

Insects cover my body 
Friendly, the sting me in time 
U smile, cover me up gaudy 
The diamonds have ceased to shine 

Those are the first 4 lines of my poem 
"Scorpion Kiss" 

Do u like being lonely? - If not, u shouldnt 
say that u are to anyone - but if u do like 
being lonely then u did the right thing in 
writing it in your advertisement, and 
probably should proclaim it in large black 
letters to anyone whose eyes pass over it. 

If u choose to answer this letter and u are 
beautiful, send me a photograph. If u choose 
to answer this letter and u are not beautiful 
dont send me a (the word letter is scratched 







out - ed.) photograph, or send me a photog 
photograph of someone who is beautiful that 
u would like to look like. Then I will 
imagine you beautiful and that will make 
you beautiful. 















I am male and 19 yrs old. I am very possesive 
of my poetry, which is why I only wrote 4 
lines of "Scorpion Kiss". If u like it and 
want to read more, write down part of some¬ 
thing about yourself that u are uncomfortable 
about writing down, or an erotic sexual 
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fantasy in the 1st person. ("I" and "you") 1 
but thats only if u want to read the rest 
of my peom. If u dont want to read it, or 
if you dont like it u can write anything 
that gives you pleasure or pain, if u like 
pain to write. 

Also, I am a mental patient in a mental 
institution and have been for over 2 years, 
but hopefully be getting out in January or 
late Febuary- 
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Diane- 

° f coincidence s, including 
y . 5,™® add ’ * 5ave P rom pted roe to write. 2 
mgh.s ago, when alcohol was flowing freelv 
among a crowd_at my house, I ended going to 
bed with a friend of mine, Krusty, 

IIliV e ? + !! 0rnine We agreed no one could be' 
an , ° f tn2S *:‘P 0l itics of our social circle 
nd whatnot. Still, there was some odd need 
to tell someone about it so I thought of 
writing someone I knew in another town. 

Then I tnought of finding a new pen-pal in 

Now I'm in the middle of a book called 
~ JCh ^ q - gelf-Pefense by a Crowleyan named 
Dion Fortune, and the day after I was read- 
mg a chapter that delt, for the most part, 
with dreams...not as simple entertainment 
for slumber, or-as the days events sorting 
themselves out, or random firings being 
sorted to one's reality map, but as sort 
of a litmus test for what is going on in 
one s etheral/astral enviroment unknown, 
specifically dreams as a signal of psychic 
attack. Nightmares are usually one of the 
xirst signs. 

oo trying to remember any dreams I'd had. 
.as shocked when I remembered one from 2 
nights previous. Like that scene in the 
opening credits of the simpsons, everyone 
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I know here was there, but not still. Krusty 
was there, and the mood was light. So I 
picked her up and she weighed so very little 
and she’s small to begin with. And we 
twirled about the little grassy patch every 
one was standing in, and she was smiling 
laughing but not in the normal way...like 
one who’s getting a little insane from some 
substance or another, or who’s delerious 
with fever, or in some such state. And her 
head lolled about loose. And the laughter 
stopped. I noticed she weighed even less. 

I. looked at her and the first thing I 
noticed was that she’d lost wieght and her 
clothes were a little tattered and sliding 
off, so I redressed her and then saw that 
she had slipped away. Not really dead...but 
in a coma or a stupor, all much like an AIDS 
case. I had to tell someone-I was about to 
have an incredible panic-attack. Then I was 
looking thru MRE which I never intended to 
buy, and saw your ad: Tell me about your 
dreams. 

Now normally I wouldn't open a letter like 
this, but the dream, the booze night, Port 
Fortune's book, the fact that I needed to 
tell someone but could tell no one here. 


then your ad. 


And since you were part of 



series, I tell you 








11/27/92 

My name is S - but I prefered to be 

called Madonna, cause I'm so insanely in 
love with her. I worship her and her flaw¬ 
less body. I'm not a lesbian or bisexual, 
but I would french kiss her. I want to fuck 
her so badly. Into : punk, new wave, saftey 
pins, anarchy, guys who cross dress and who 
wear make-up, doc martians, wearing rosary 
beads as necklaces, 17, Lush, Sex Pistols, 
NDJ, DKS, Exploited, EMF, Depeche Mode, 
Souxie, Jesus & the Mary Chain, Circle Jerks, 
Jane's Addiction, etc. wearing black, blue 
hair, shaving half of my hair, ripped stock¬ 
ings, anything unusual or bizarre. Hate : 
perps, trendies, wiggers, heavy metal, head 
bangers, posers, people who stare because 
you look weird, conformity, & life itself. 

I like to be dominant over my friends 


HOLOCAUST IS A LIE 

1. Dunne World War II, there were only five million Jews in 
German-occupied Europe. After the war, 1.5 million Jews settled 
in Israel. 1.5 million moved to America, and one million remained 
behind in Western and Central Europe. Ho Jews were passed or 
mass-executed during the war Only about fifty thousand Jews 
perished during the war due mostly to typhus, Allied bombing, and 
other war-tine hazards. 

2. At Auschwitz, where the fantastic number of 4 million Jews (2/3 
of the Holocaust) were supposedly gassed: The crematoriums, built 
for typhus epidemics, could not physically have incinerated more 

.than 100,000 bodies if run non-stop throughout the war. The gas 
chambers were examined by Western Scientists, who could find no 
•evidence of poison gas in the walls. 

3.Israel has collected 50 billion German marks in "reparations’ 
for the Holocaust. Keeping the Holocaust propaganda alive is very 
profitable for Israel. 

**For more info, send SASE to: CNC, Box 1321, Raleigh, NC 27602** 



BLACKS KILL WHITE KIDS 

White women and children are raped and murdered by brutal, 
Black gangs on a daily basis in American cities, but the mass me¬ 
dia completely ignores this one-sided slaughter. The Jews own or 
■control almost the entire mass media in the United States and use 
the mass media to brainwash Whites into feeling perpetually sorry 
for the Jews and the Blacks. The mass media also blames White 
people for the gigantic Black crime problem and Black failure in 
schools. Whites must suffer massive taxes and unemployment that 
result from the Blacks and reverse discrimination. Don’t believe 
the mass media because it is Jewish and lies endlessly, and vote a- 
gainst any ballot measure or candidate, who would waste your tax 
monev on the Blacks. 

NSWAP, BOX 1133, PAC. PAL., CA 90272 

NSWAP, BOX 3191, ROANOKE, VA 24015 

(especially the bisexual & lesbian ones). 

I always must be in total control, the one 
with the power. Sort of like S&M. I'm never 
submissive. That job is for my slaves. They 
totally worship me b/c I'm so fucking exotic 
and gorgeous & so damn powerful. Every day 
they wait for me to come home to (tie them 
up and do as I please (which is always 
pleasing)! The S&M thing is always in effect. 
I love playing my manipulating role with 
them. I'm also intrested in Hitler. Maybe 
its b/c he was so powerful & forceful. He 
had control over so many people. He did 
whatever the fuck he wanted to do. He was 
so ruthless & very weird. His ideas were 
morbid and gruesome. But that was the cool 
thing , he was insane. I also wear Nazi 
signs on my 14 eyelet doc martians. I dont 
know why. I dont hate Jews. My best friend 
(K ‘— ) is Jewish & she wears them too. I 




just think their cool I guess I like wearing 
it cause people get so shocked when they 
see me wearing a swastika. Their like, "OH 
my god! She's wearing a nazi sign on her 
boots. Look, Look, Oh my god." And its just 
so funny. They totally freak. I like to 
create controversy. I like making people 
feel unwanted or uncomfortable. So the main 
reason for the swastika are for the shock 
value. Plus punk sort of goes with that stuff, 
stuff. It just all fits together. But being 
punk aint all that grand. You cant seem to 
go anywhere w/o people staring at you for 
looking a little weird or different. Anytime 
I'm out people just cant stop staring. Yea, 
my hair is shaved on the side & dyed blue. 
There might be at least 100 saftey pins in 
my leather. But dam that aint a good enough 

BLACKS COMMIT MOST RAPES 

RAPISTS SPREAD AIDS 

reason for people to laugh & stare at my 
weirdness or whatever they vant to call it. 

I like being a punk. Punk is cool as hell! 

My parents hope that this is just a phase, 
but I dont think so. How could I possibly 
be anything else? I love punk with a passion. 
My fucking parents are so close-minded. 

They try to change me. They want me to look 
"normal" again. What the PUCK IS NORMAL? 

This is who I am. I just cant change to 
please those assholes. They need to get a 
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life and leave me the FDCK ALONE! Well, I 
hope I didnt bore you with my conformitive, 
restricted life. Maybe you'll be intrested 
to write back. You better after I had wrote 
all this. You can tell me who like to 
dominate or who you wish you could dominate. 
If you tell me, make the details be really 
hot & vivid & erotic & exotic. So then, may 
be I could get off on it. Then I could . 
always finger fuck myself, or have one of 
my slaves do it for the lovely me! They 
would be overwhelmed by my sweet offering. 
Do write a long letter; like the one I 
produced for you. Puck all those other 
people who wrote to you. Their thoughts & 
ideas couldnt possibly be as rewarding as 
mine. Now could they? How do you wear your 
hair? Are you punk? Do you own a pair of 
doc martians? Did you ever"fuck a girl or 
think about it? I'll tell you more 
alluringly sesual things about myself in 
my next letter. H3NKS NOT DEAD._ 
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do it." So I took him home after I was 
through in the record store. 

I got him home and set hin 


asked 




Dear Diane, I 

I dont know what to write so read a short 
story and go to bed. 

I was walking down the main street of my 
town one grey day on my way to my favorite 
independant record store when all of a 
sudden, a bubble gum wrapper hit me in the 
head. I turned around to see who threw it 
and all I saw was a tiny slug sitting on a 
i doorstep. "Did you throw this?" I asked 
with a slight angry overtone. "Yes" he said 
"Ineeded to get your attention somehow." 

, "Will you take me home with you?" This is 
| strange. Slugs just dont ask people that. 

"I dont even know your name, why should I 
’ take you home with me?" "My name is Gunther 
( and I'm a groosum gushy slug." Wow, go 
* figure, he's full of good excuses. "Ok, I'll 
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him "What should I feed you?" So he replies 
"Oh, I'll find something." Hmmm, I wonder 
if he's up to something. I left him in the 
kitchen while I looked for an aquarium to 
put him into. My sister came home and went 
imediatly into the bathroom before I could 
introduce her to our new guest. When I went 
to check up on Gunther, he had disappeared. 
All of a sudden, I heard my sister let out 
a blood-curdling scream. Gunther had snuck 
into the bathroom and hid in the toilet, 
so when my sister sat down he shot up and 
crawled up her ass to build a nest inside 
her bowels until thousands of tiny slugs 
come out every opening of her body and she 
dies a brutal and painful death. Hmm, Gunther 
was up to something. Please write back. 












Greetings 

I am W-, and I want you to join me & 

my legion of chaos. I have scanned the 
universe for the right apprentice, now I 
believe you are my true one. Ask & ye shall 
recieve, and, advertisement in that music 
periodical has brought you to me. 

I have longed for someone to share my 
splendid evil with, & I want you to be my 
chosen. There have been many false prophets 
since the beginning of time, so beware! 

Soon to be dawn so we must get on with this 
perchment. 

Vampyres have been around since the 
creation of the world. There have always 
been & always will, be children of the night. 
No one quite knows how we were created, but 
what is definite is our desire & hunger far 
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more surreal than any dream concieved. We 
are concerned in the general mind as 
romantic creatures of the night or crazed 



monsters stalking humanity. The latter is 

/ 


closer to the truth. 

Vampyrism has many forms, from power 
Vampyres to the sick & deranged. I am the 
type of vampyre that thrives on romanticism 



& the evil of the night. I was created when 



I was in my 14th year of my mortal exitence. 

L 


My flesh will always remain human, but my 



spirit will always be free to roam the 
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universe in any form i choose. 



There are many vampyres that even today 
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exist among the mortal society. Living 
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normal lives during daylight & by night are 



powered by the demons of the night. The 
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Night, oh how my heart flutters at the sound 
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of the word. Drifting among young beautiful 


men & women, searching for the passion & 



warmth of my lover, in complete rapture as 
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the first lines of blood are drawn. Candle 



light & incense burning, red wine & warm 
summer nights, these are the things I crave. 

Come & hold my hand, walk with me, be my 
chosen, thrive on my evil. Next month I'm 

















of my kind. I would like for us to become 


I friends, lovers of the silence before day 
^ break. After becoming aquinted by written 


word I would like to come & see you in the 
"flesh", so to speak. I want you to love 


the madness I thrive by. Come take my hand. 

Love in the blackness of the night, 
gobblets of wine, & the blissful kiss of 


I my master, I am lead to forged to gold, I 
could never the night. 

.(the envelpe was sealed in what looks 
like dabs of blood from a nose bleed.) 













THE STUFFED SHIRT 

all so fucking weird they say while eating 
bloody jell-o, curds & whey waiting for 
animals from the forests to commit suicide 
on god's sunny day i'm laughing at every 
- thing though i feel very serious about the 
^ circus i pick up magazines, telephones, 
professional bed—wetters...searching for 
Bj humans just something simple, something real, 
^ another societal catastrophe, lingo unsealed 
^ all i ever find when i search in ernest is 
V bone-white sttffed cotton shirt just exit¬ 
ing there, having no business in my forest 
of nightmares & dreams & diane is enaid too 
but what does your heart say to me so far 
away walking nothing will strive to rhyme 
here anyway, this picture of pure beauty 

born of wisdom born awkwardly into a world 
of freaks that suck blood, honey & money 
for fun are you really real...is your me 
message out some deep boredom, a depressive 
whoredom? loneliness is immaculate, listen 
to the songs of water, tree & air, it seems 
they know the rain & sun & pain & snow, 
silently speak to my stricken thought chamber 
hoping for understanding these word seem 
ridiculous b/c maybe since 1 ad the same 
pleas were issued t toanother in the deep & 
mysterious human realm & maybe no answer 
ever came when we spoke in a past life or 





a dream or maybe...we knew how to love 
before & forgot in this life, squeezed out 
of our mothers blood in the name of obsessive 
frustration: love, hate, pain, pleasure, sex, 
drugs, rocknroll and the stuffed shirt: he 
hear no, see no, speak no. evil...the cumrag 
of the universe & by the way mr. president 
your cock's stiff, is there no masturbation 
after alzheirmer's sets in? of course there 
is. even hardcore memory lapse cant defeat 
the pleasure imbibed from a hand job. too 
bad the memory lapsed usa couldn't defeat 
your silly campaign, say it again...read my 
lips and on and on and on...etc...how deep 
is your beauty diane? and where do you keep 
it inside? how do you share it with the 
world when you feel you need to? please 
respond, enclosed is some of my own intrests 
on paper and on tape, the passion i recieve 
from these things is where i process the 
meaning of the message, do you believe too? 





(this letter came w/2 audio tapes and a 
stack of photostatics of FTV inserts, and 
other TOFT and industrial propaganda.) 











smiling serenely, there's always this under 
| current of awe or sadness in my dreams - 
someone's almost always either a) having 
some kinda cosmic wisening or b) quietly 
I whimpering, fucked if i know, i could give 
i you a million actual examples if you wanted 


'll 


kid, 


just give you one now. 
but i never fogot it - 


i was just a I. 
i was walking 


in the jungle w/the cast of this 60 's 


sitcom (it was called''its about time' & 
involved these astronauts who went back to 
the stone age). anyway, a saber toothed 
squirrel leaped onto me & knocked me on my 
back, it was tearing me open, just ripping 
these huge flaps of skin from my chest, & i 
was screaming, but not from pain - but cuz 




I i was filled w/foam rubber, no shit. 

i may be more of a goofball than you're 
looking for in a correspondent, but it's 
worth a try. I promise never to tajk about 
the weather, day job, lunch, & boring fuck¬ 
ing hardcore bands, i'm this close to not 
sending this, but gimme a shot, ok? hope 
to hear from ya _ 
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Diane, 

Your ad had the feel of a tortured poets 
soul. Kinda reminded mebof the Orwellian 
future: War is peace, Ignorance is strength, 
Freedom is slavery. 

My dream is to meet someone where the minds 
minds are in tune as much as the bodies. 
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Great sex has never been a problem for me, 
but I want someone to fuck my mind not just 
my body. Empassioned lovers wrestle as one; 

I want that for the mind as well. 

Right now I'm in Hawaii for another week 
or so, but I'd like to have a letter from 
you when I get home. You think Cedar Point 
is fun, should shoul 
is fun, you should come here sometime! 

The more you tell me about yourself the 
more I can give you what you want, need, 
desire. Trust me w/your soul and I can take 
you places you've never been. Tell me 
things you've told no one and can have 
perpetual intercourse. 

(the boy said he wanted a good mindfucking 
didnt he?) 
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Dear Diane, 

Your ad in Max R&R really grabbed me. 
especially the "subjection thru poetry" 
part. I have been in search of a soul mate 
& it sounds like our methods or life 
perceptions match up quite nicely. I have 
been in search 

had some near-successes as of late but they 
vanished w/o any explanation, perhaps it 
was becoming too real or my age had some¬ 
thing to do w/it. So I find myself at allot 



thing to do w/it. So I find myself at 
another impasse. Mypoetic output has 
diminished as of late. I started writ¬ 
ing again about a year ago. Strange to look 
back at the unreality of the stimulis that 
brought about my reemergence - a lost love 
my first encounter w/a gothic chick, that 
morbid romantic fire that had gone un¬ 
tended for centuries... 

I'm currently recovering from a nasty flu 
virus, it laid me low & made me crazy. I 
feel like this is another rebirth. I've had 
to reassess some of my activities & hopes, 
so much vanity, searching, searching...It 
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occurs to me that I need to slow down & 
reflect, to actually experience life w/o 
preconcieved notions. And it would be nice 
to share that experience w/you. 

Here’s hoping that the dark winter nights, 
ahead will be dream filled, tantalizing, & 
ultimately satisfying! _ 
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Dear Diane, your add struck a note in the 
Jtemple of my mind. My intentions by picking 
[UP a copy of MRR, were to corrospond w/a 
attractive" person. So I felt that your 
ideals seemed approachable. So here I go! I 
* dreams are of a wide range & indirect. ® 
i’Let me mention a few. First, when I was 
around the young kiddish years of my 
^ adToloscence, I dremed of a cabin deep in 
,the Colorado Rockies — tucked*away from the 
(materialistic society of today. Second, I 
Phad a dream of being a professional BMX 
racer. I fulfilled that somewhat - until of 
^course, the evils of life stepped in. 

Finally, I dream everyday of a world where 


jpeople can grow in unity & not corruption. 
’In contrast to the point you mentioned Chaos 
■ ag. Freedom! I'm going to get my two cents 
| in. If one were to use chaos as a devise to 
obtain freedom, then most likely more chaos 
would result in a certain way or form. I 
really cant elaborate too much more into 
.this b/c I personally believe the world is 
I chaotic enough & I choose not to contribute 
to this course. 










I can dream until I fall asleep & dream 
the unkown. I consider my dreams of a 
different state than most. I have dreamed 
of living in a world of poetry & change, 
like Jim Morrison. The peyote, poems, and 
music were a dream to share. I believe that 
when I follow thru w/what I have dreamed it SjL. 
becomes REALITY. This for me is supernatural 
as well as fun. My creative & insane mind 
brews up some pretty wild information. Most "*>4 



PFmy time is spent psycho-analizing at the 
l* experimental coffee house (only place in — 
for freedom of expression w/o a back stabb¬ 
ing party.) The dreams I've mentioned before 
•have been shattered a lot by the intense 
4 use of mind-fucking drugs along w/ lithium 
' for my manic depression. The combination 
of intellect, common sense, mental illness, 
drug addiction can throw me into the 
realms of the isolative & roller coaster 
priding effects of my feelings. The 
i "alternative" scene in offers me a 
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journey into the world of ideals, philosphy, 
dreams, debate, corruption, expression - 
hope for a better world, society, city, 
scene, cheaper cigarettes. My dark night 
flighting began about 2 hours ago. Well, I 
felttlike I'm writing a letter to a wall & 

I cant start to break it down. Until I have 
the tools & a reason to get thru it & that 
my friend on the other side, so toss a 
thought or 2 & we'll see if we can break 
this barrier & smash it down into the free¬ 
dom to pass our information, & possibly a 
new friendship. 

ps spiked my hair today - dyed soon a 
dream of mine. 
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A SMALL PAINTED HIKE ORANGE ROOM, GELING 
SLANTED DOWN AT THE PAR END. TORN LIMBS AND 
ENTRAILD SCATTERED EVERYWHERE, SCENT OP 
BLOOD LINGERS ON THE AIR LIKE CHEAP PERFUME 
A DEMENTED OBESE BALD HEADED CARNIVORE 
TEARS APART HIS VICTIMS AS I WATCH THIS 
ANTI-HUMAN AND HIS LEAD POISONED DWARVES, 
THEIR FINGERS ARE SYRINGES. 

A LEAD OAK TREE HOUSES AN ARMY OP MAGGOTS 
SWIMMING IN SPINAL FLUID, DEATH CAMPS HJT 
TOGETHER IN HOURS. THE INMATES LOVE THEIR 
BEATINGS AND CRAVE THE BARBED WIRE THAT 
BINDS THEIR LIMBS AND BRINGS THE RED OUT 
OF THEIR FERAL WHITE SKIN IN BEADS AND . ' 

STREAMS AND JETS. 

- SEVERAL DREAMS - 
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| Hi. Saw your ad in Mrr. I'm 22 , into 
I Current 93 * Death in June, Swans, Christian 
B Death, Bauhaus, Black Flag, pipe organs til 
* dawn, acid (when I can get it), truth, art, 
§ blah blah blah. 

§jj I'd love to get to know you via the US 
5 Postal service. I usually send talk tapes 
$ instead of letters. It's easier, funner, & 
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HELL! 














I drink coffee. Lots of it. I smoke 
Newports & sleep in my boots. I like B/w 
photos in the cemetary. I hate limits. I 
need someone. Desperately. Who are you? I’m 
burning alive. I like Joy Division. 

(the maroity of this page was devoted to 
a tracing of my man’s hand w/ the word "Hope" 
written in it - ed) 

Men have called me mad but the question 
is not yet settled - wheter madness is 
or is not the loftiest intelligence. Whete 
Whether much that is glorious - whether all 
that is profound - does not spring from 
disease of thought. Prom moods of mind 
exalted at the expense of the general 
intellect. - Edgar Allen Poe. 

Part 2 

If you'd like to start trading talk tapes 
back and forth send me a letter. I'll send 
a talk tape back asap. Who are you? 

I collect pictures of Nazi death camps 
for my walls. I hate them. 

I love autumn & winter. 

I hate summer. ! 
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Sometimes I think I’m going to travel. 

All around. This sellish boredom & solitude 
is too much & the world is ending & why die 
here? In this room? 

Do you hate people? 

I bathe a lot & drink tea. 

Do you think about the past sometimes? Do 
you feel alone then? I do. And I do. 

I think about life & death & god & memory 
& shit a lot. I think we are all different 
aspects of god. We are all god. Life is 
forever. It never was & always will be. I 
find god everywhere. I wish I was alive in 
the 1800 s to have been able to travel with 
Rimbaud. 

I hate this world. All hells about to 
break loose but whats it matter I'm already 
dead. We all are. 

Riding the breath of nothing, 
ps Who are you? 




• J&X- 
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a very cynical air about it. Jim/'john 
Belushi was walking around in his Blues 
Brothers outfit singing "Oh yeah, man! I'M 
dead..dead..dead..dead." Weird huh? anyw 
Anyway I'm 24 , male, into magick, obsession 
chaos, order, ying/yang symbol, topy symbol 
joi de vivre, joi du morte, poking holes in 
things, love, war, roits, small children ( 
NOT? SEXUALLY )« things that go bumj> in the 
light. Tell me... 

What are YOU looking for? 

Waiting... 

(this was accompanied by a copy written 
story entitled "A Dream" which I could not 
print due to my severe reverance for the 
copy write ownership laws. - ed) 












GET INTO REALITY NO MATTER HOW FUCKING 
PAINFUL CAUSE THE HUMAN RACE IS HEADED FOR 
EXTINCTION AND ANY GUTS IS FAR MORE USEFULL 
THAN NOT HJSHING IEOPLE OVER THE EDGE. GIVE 
UP A SECURE LIFE, GO TO THE CITY AND SQUAT, 
OR JUST TELL EVERYONE TO SNAP OUT OF THEIR 
COMA CAUSE IT AIN'T DOING NOBODY NOTHING BUT 
HEARTFAILURE. WRITE. 

(written in all capital letters on the 
back of a generic post office post card, 
great handwriting - ed) 
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Dear Diane, 

How are you? It was when it happened. Do 
you fear death. Without it there wouldn't 
be a beginning. For it is what they say. 

Can it happen again in this life or in 
another. Death is beautiful, it is the 
darkness that I feel best in. The void, the 
: peace in it. Hell is peace, and hell is 
chaos. There is no rule in it. No control 
and that is what I cherish most. You will 
probably look at this letter and laugh. 

But if you are truely a creature of the 
night, you will understand what the mean¬ 
ing is behind my words my love. Time is 
a wheel and evil and good battle one 
another. Tip the balance with me. Give 
our kind the power. Write me back my spawn, 
or are you not one of the chosen who know 
what must be of all that is. 

ps Dont try to attack me, pysickally or 
magickaly, for I am protected. 







V v x 

















